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tired. * Do you still want to know what the donkey said ? '
' No,' said she. And they lived very happily ever after-
wards." 1
A Greek version of the story, taken down in the island
of Lesbos, runs thus :
There was a young man who had not all his wits about
him. Every day he walked in the streets and everybody
made fun of him. " Go, then, and give alms to the sea ! "
they said to him. So he used to buy -a loaf, go down to the
shore, and, crumbling the bread, throw the crumbs into the
water. A fish used to come and eat them.
Once the young man went to the edge of the sea with
empty hands ; when he saw the fish drawing near as usual
he began to weep. " Poor fish," said he to it, "I have no
more money to buy you bread." " It is my turn," answered
the fish, " I will now repay the kindness you did to me. Put
your finger to my mouth." And he gave him a little shining
stone and said to him, " When anybody has this stone in his
mouth, he understands the language of animals. Such is
its worth. But beware of speaking about it to anyone under
pain of losing your life."
Endowed with this wonderful stone the young man went
into a valley and there lay down on the ground with" the stone
in his mouth. A~ raven came flying over him, accompanied
by its young one. The young one, thinking that the man
was dead, swooped down to devour his flesh. The man
caught it. By virtue of the stone he could talk with the mother
raven, who begged him to let go her young one, promising
to show him a hidden treasure. So the young man grew rich
and married a wife.
One day he went to a fair with his wife. He had the
stone in his mouth. His wife, who was with child, rode a
mare, which was also pregnant. The mare was followed by
her little foal. Now the foal was hard put to it to keep pace
and always lagged behind. Then it said to its mother, " Stop
a bit that I may catch you up." " But as for me," replied
the mare, " I carry three and yet I walk fast, wbereas you are
free. So make haste ! "
Hearing this talk, the man began to laugh.   His wife asked
* M. Edith Durham, High Albania (London, 1909), pp. 187-189.